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FOR OUR SALVATION WE LOOK NEITHER WITHIN OUR- 
SELVES NOR WITHOUT TO SPACE. INSTEAD, WE TURN 
TO HIM IN WHOM DWELLETH "ALL THE FULLNESS OF 
THE GODHEAD BODILY". 
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IN the year after the Battle 
of Waterloo there appeared 
in a Sheffield newspaper some 
Christmas verses written by 
the editor, James Montgomery. 

Though son of a Moravian 
minister, he had twice been im- 
prisoned in the reign of George 
III for his radical opinions, yet 
lived to be granted a pension 
by William IV. Nine songs by 
this missionary enthusiast are 
in our international song book 
and, even if all his work is not 
of enduring worth, "Angels 
from the realms of glory" i s 
sure of a lasting place. Cer- 
tainly line three in verse two 
was the answer to the advent 
longings of mankind. 

That God should visit and 
redeem His people is a dream 
as old as time. The nations of 
the ancient world each had 
their myths of gods who took 
human form. This popular ex- 
pectation is illustrated by the 
account given in the Acts of 
the Apostles of the reception 
accorded to Paul and Barnabas 
at Lystra, 

Legend was that the gods 



had once visited this place but, 
angered by the chilly welcome 
afforded them, had wiped out 
the entire population save for 
an aged peasant couple who 
took them in. The local folk 
were determined not to make 
the same mistake twice and so 
acclaimed Barnabas at Zeus, 
king of the gods, and Paul as 
his messenger, Hermes. 

The Roman emperors were 
not slow to turn the desire of 
nations to their own advan- 
tage. 

"August One" 

Less than forty years after 
the crucifixion of Christ, Nero 
caused to be struck in Corinth 
a coin which for the first 
time linked the word "advent" 
(with all its overtones) with 
the name of Caesar. "Adventus 
Augusti" — "the Arrival of the 
August One" — ran the in- 
scription. Apollo, son of Zeus, 
had reached the shores of 
Greece by sea, Nero would 
copy his divine example and 
be accorded similar divine hon- 
ours. 
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Not to be outshone, Hadrian 
— he of the wall from the Sol- 
way to the Tync in Britain — 
followed Nero's example and 
wording a century later. And 
when, after another hundred 
and fifty years, the Roman ad- 
miral appointed to keep the 
English Channel free from in- 
vaders from the European 
mainland had himself pro- 
claimed Emperor, he also em- 
ployed the advent greeting 
with the figure of Britannia 
addressing him as "the long 
expected One". 

Just as nowadays it is the 
political parties who promise 
the nearest equivalent to a new 
heaven and a new earth, so did 
the Caesars centuries ago. And 



as promise (both ancient and 
modern) has succeeded prom- 
ise — each more resounding 
and, at times, more empty 
than the previous one — so it 
has become increasingly clear 
that man's deepest hopes are 
not to be met by any secular 
salvation. His technological 
triumphs cannot deliver him 
from his basic fears. 

On his voyages in space, 
man can take with him only 
that which he is. Let him land 
on the moon, as is possible in 
the foreseeable future — though 
not without risk and loss — -he 
can establish there only the 
same kind of life as he has 
known here. 

Virtue and Vice 

Lunar civilization, as found- 
ed by him, will not be other 
than the same co-mingling of 
virtue and vice which this 
earth has long known. Nor can 
man bring from outer space 
any magic which can warm a 
heart chilled by loneliness or 
deliver a will from the evil 



thrall of some compulsive 
habit. 

For our salvation we look 
neither within ourselves nor 
without to space. Instead we 
turn to Him in Whom dwelt 
"all the fullness of the Godhead 
bodily* 5 . Time began anew 
with the long expected Jesus. 
The calendars for 1967, now 
on sale in their thousands, 
testify to that. And by the 
power of Him Who was "born 
a Child and yet a King" life 
can also begin anew. Never 
too late to mend? Not while 
Jesus is around. 

Arnold Toynbee was once 
asked how he thought the 
world would look in two thou- 
sand years' time. Very sensibly 
he replied that he did not 
know, but of one thing he was 
sure. Two words now so im- 
portant to men and women 
would be equally important 
then. 

Those two words are Jesus 
Christ, for in Him God once 
resided on earth for us men 
and for our salvation. 
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'Th« Church of the Nativity , . . much like a castle" [Miller Photos; Toronto). 




<*T*HIS is the most authenticated 
site in the entire Holy Land", 
announced our guide as he indicated 
the star of Bethlehem etched in 
marble marking the spot where 
Jesus was born. 

Often during our two-week tour 
we had stepped into history to pon- 
der anew the momentous events as- 
sociated with each particular locale. 
Our bus tours through Upper Gali- 
lee had recalled the sojourns of our 
Lord in this region where He per- 
formed most of His healing ministry 
and taught the truths of the King- 
dom. 

We had gazed in awe over the 
Sea of Galilee, trying to visualize 
our Master walking on the water or 
teaching the multitudes from a boat 
just offshore. We had crowded into 
the ancient synagogue at Nazareth 
and heard again His words "when 
there was delivered unto Him the 
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book of the prophet Isaiah", now 
read by one of our party. 

At the summit of Mount Tabor 
we had congregated in the Basilica 
of Transfiguration and sung William 
Booth's great song "O boundless 
salvation". Wearing our skullcaps we 
had reverently viewed the tomb of 
King David on Mount Zion. Duti- 
fully, we had visited the fourteen 
stations along the Via Dolorosa, 
which runs from the Holy Sepulchre 
Church eastward to the praetorium, 
the judgment hall of the Romans. 

City of David 

But this was Bethlehem, the city 
of David, the natal place of our 
Lord. There seemed to be a fusion 
in our minds of the enchantment of 
our childhood Christmases with the 
knowledge that here the Son of God 
broke into history and reversed its 

THE WAR CRY 



^m 



BETHLEHEM 




«-"' 





A Canadian ' , „ 


Salvation Army "" '* 


officer describes his 


deeply-moving visit to 


the birthplace of the Master 



I A 1 ildHHH 




I MAJOR FREDERICK A. WATKIN f 



destiny of doom. We proceeded in 
silence through the extravagantly 
ornate Church of the Nativity, 
mesmerized by a peculiar fascination 
and a holy awe as we descended the 
thirteen steps leading to the Holy 
Grotto. "But thou, Bethlehem Eph~ 
ratah . . ." — the words of Micah 
readily came to mind. "Unto you is 
horn this day in the city of David 
a Saviour, which is Christ the 
Lord." The angelic voice was almost 
audible. 

Imposing Structure 

The Church of the Nativity is an 
imposing structure much like a castle 
or fortress. The spacious building, 
with its long double lines of Corin- 
thian pillars, the massive beams 
made from the cedars of Lebanon, 
and the centuries-old mosaics, leave 
an abiding impression on the visitor. 

Transfixed by the mystery of the 
scene, our guide having completed 
his vivid account, we stared in won- 
der at the star through misty eyes 
and sang softly in tones subdued 
partly by choked voices, and partly 
by our earnestness for reverence, the 
age-old carol, "Silent night, holy 

CHRISTMAS NUMBER 



nlghtf'. The experience would re- 
main for ever. The silver star bears 
the Latin inscription Hie de Virgine 
Maria Jesus Ckmtus ttatw est — 
"Here of the Virgin Mary Jesus 
Christ was born.*' 

To doe right of the star of Beth- 
lehem our attention was drawn to 
the ctypt marking the. place of the 
manger in which the Holy Child lay. 
The marble and tapestries, the silver 
and the gold seemed so out of keep- 
ing with the original setting. The 
actual manger would have borne no 
resemblance to this crypt or even to 
the traditional representation of our 
day. Later we were to see a manger 
which would be similar to tin; ori- 
ginal, simply basin-shaped and hewn 
out of rock. 

In startling contrast with the rest 
of the church, deep in its heart, 
something of the original cave, dark 
and dismal, has been preserved. Into 
tli is we were invited to file and wor- 
shipfully light a candle. The imagery 
of the Light that shone out of dark- 
ness was vivid in this grotto, the 
site of Christ's birth. The bare rock 
seemed to be a striking reminder of 
Him who, though He was rich, for 
our sake* became poor. 



Shepherds can still be seen tend- 
ing their flocks not far from Beth- 
lehem, although most of them now 
are Bedouin tribes who wander with 
their flocks from pasture to pa-stiuc. 
However, the fields where the an- 
cient shepherds watched their flocks 
by night and the, Lord came upon 
them, and the glory of the Lord 
shone round about them, are still 
apparent to the visitor. The event 
is marked by the newly-built shrine 
of the Shepherds' Field, which the 
Custody of the Holy Land raised 
with help from Canada. 

Brutal Slaughter 

A grim reminder that the events 
surrounding our Lord's infancy were 
not entirely characterized by joy and 
gladness was the site of the Chajx'1 
of the Innocents which marks the 
place where the brutal slaughter 
took place when Herod ordered the 
execution of all children under th« 
age of two in Bethlehem and its 
environs in a desperate attempt to 
destroy the Messiah. Our guide in- 
formed us that archaeologists have 
actually discovered the very bones 
of these children on this site! 

Access to Bethlehem from Jeru- 
salem is by a road built by the Jor- 
dan Government in 1952. There is 
an older and much shorter route but 
since it passes through Israel terri- 
tory we were not permitted to go 
(Continued on page 11) 
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CAPTAIN 
DUDLEY 
COLES 

(Poona, India) 



/^HRISTMAS was just around the 
corner when we stepped aboard 
the Carinthia at Montreal two 
years ago to commence our long 
voyage back to India. 

We had had a wonderful home- 
land furlough, but the thought of 
just missing the Yuletide season 
with all its excitement and gaiety 
added to the natural reluctance 
with which we bade farewell. 

For five years we had dreamt of 
a typical Canadian Christmas with 
Santa and snow, tinsel and turkey. 
And now our furlough at home just 
could not stretch far enough, and 
we would have to wait five more 
years for our dream to become a 
reality. Could the Christmas now 
drawing so near have any special 
significance for us as we journeyed 
East again? 

Well, to our surprise, it did. In 
fact, it became outstanding through 
three unique experiences which we 
shall treasure for the rest of our 
lives. Let me relate them. 



Some three weeks or so after 
leaving Canada we reached Port 
Said early one Sunday morning in 
brilliant sunshine. After only a brief 
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Atop A Camel 
At Christmas 




A CANADIAN SALVATION ARMY OFFICER JOURNEY- 
ING FROM HOMELAND FURLOUGH BACK TO INDIA AT 
CHRISTMASTIDE TELLS HOW THERE ARE COMPENSA- 
TIONS FOR THOSE WHO LOOK FOR THEM. 



stop we weighed anchor and joined 
a convoy of passenger and cargo 
vessels moving southward through 
the Sue/ Canal. For many hours 
we stood at the railside fascinated 
by our surroundings. Then, as the 
large glowing sun slid over the flat 
desert horizon wc ho\e-to while a 
northbound convoy of forty ships 
steamed slowly past us. 

It was at this time that I was con- 
ducting a community hymn-singing 
hour at the request of passengers on 
the after deck of the ship. There 
were many nationalities and many 
denominations present, as well as 
Hindu and Moslem bystanders, and 
our environment gave a significance 
to the occasion difficult to describe 
adequately. 

In the first place it was partic- 
ularly interesting to know that wc 
were' not only near to Christmas, 
but also near to Bethlehem, for the 
birthplace of Jesus was only 150 
miles away. 

Then, anchored as wc were just 
a few miles north of the Egyptian 
city of Ismaila, the intriguing 
thought came to us that wc must be 
very close to tlie point crossed by 
Joseph and Mary as, with the infant 
Jesus, they fled from the vengeful 
Herod to the safety of Egypt. The 
Christmas story leapt from the Gos- 
pel records as we gazed at our 
Biblical surroundings. 

Further, we experienced a tre- 
mendous thrill as the sound of full- 
throated singing was carried 
through the mystic stillness of that 
eastern night to dozens of other 



ships travelling to many parts of 
the wurld, from Odessa to Ostendj 
fimn Halifax to Havana. The pro- 
found it>lf\ ante of John Oxenham's 
inspired lines: 
In Chrut thi r, i, no Matt or West* 

In Him tin South or Sorth. ... 
came to us as an exciting truth 
ne\er so powerfully utilized lx>foic. 
These weic memorable moments 
iniltvd! 



Ten da\s later we arrived at 
Karachi. West Pakistan. Let me 
admit my astonishment when our 
kind missionary officer Imks took us 
not to the shop* or sightseeing, but 
down to the beach for a camel 
ride! 

Now, I've never been on the 
friendliest terms with camels. It 
must be their supercilious grin that 
puts me off! However, courtesy dic- 
tated that I accept the offer of a 
ride, and so, ignoring the nearest 
creature's haughty indifference to 
my presence, I gins»eily sat astride 
a patchwork rug placed between 
his humps. 

As the beast rose from the ground 
in a series of sharp sea-saw move- 
ments, I could not help but con- 
gratulate him on the possession of 
humps which, if clung to tenacious- 
ly, prevented an otherwise ignoble 
descent. As the camel began to 
move sedately off along the l)cach 
I realized that he was easier to ride 
tlian a horse and surprisingly com- 
fortable. 

Soon I was experiencing a lofty 



setenity pearched there atop the 
animal, and this melted my antip- 
athy to admiration. 

Asa-ttt the Christmas story was 
recalled with new vividness as I re- 
membered diat the Wise Men had 
travelled thousands of miles on these 
faithful creatures to worship the 
new-bom Kins*. I thought of the. 
nun-hli-ss qualities which Mipvrbly 
fitted tin- c.uih'l fin thi<> l<m-*- his- 
toric journey: the hump, chiefly a 
store of fat, from which thi' animal'" 
draws as the wants of his svstem 
require: the thick sole which pro- 
tects the foot fnron the burning 
desert sand: the nostril* which may 
be clo-ed by valve against blasts of 
sand; and the second stomach with 
sfreat cells in which water is long 
retained as a pio\i-ion for drought. 

What a lan£, tiring journey the 
Wise Men took to worship at the 
feet of Jesus! It could never have 
been accomplished but for man's 
oldest ally, whose historic contribu- 
tion to civilization it is impossible 
to estimate. How interesting to 
learn that even today the Salvation 
Army Divisional Commander at 
Karachi travels by camel to one of 
his remote corps in the Sind Desert! 



We liad hardly unpacked follow- 
ing our arrival in India before 
Christmas Day itself was upon us, 
and the Lord gave us another 
unique insight into the setting and 
atmosphere of His birth. 

We had accepted an invitation to 
visit a young Indian family during 
the afternoon, and found tbat their 
home; was in the midst of a poverty- 
stricken community. There were de- 
formed beggars with liands out- 
stretched for "bakshish"; under- 
nourished children wearing nothing 
but smiles on their faces; mothers 
scraping dung from the streets to 
use, after drying, for fuel on which 
to cook the family meal; and there 
(Conlimifd on page 18) 
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'AGE TEN 



FROM THE REALMS OF 
THE SPOKEN SIGNAl 



YI/E hear and read much today 
* * about the possibility of a super- 
civilization in space making attempts 
to communicate with this world. 
Strange signals are stated to have 
been heard and even the most cau- 
tious on the top level of scientists 
are agreed that the possibility must 
not be ruled out. 

In fact, one outstanding astron- 
omer tuned in his radio-telescope, 
which is ultra-sensitive, to a quasi- 
stellar radio source and claimed that 
the signals he picked up were one 
million times more powerful than 
any previous earthbound emissions. 

Faith Undisturbed 

The true Christian does not allow 
his faith to become disturbed be- 
cause of this. With awe and wonder 
he senses the expanding creativeness 
of the One who is "Lord of all". For 
him space has an entirely spiritual 
dimension and it is his established 
belief that he receives signals of 
communication in his own heart 
from God. They are to him messages 
of the Spirit to guide and help. 

Now at this season of the year we 
are reminded of the greatest signal 
ever sent to earth. In the Epistle to 
The Hebrews, as it is set forth in 
the translation of the New English 
Bible, we read: "When in former 
times God spoke to our forefathers, 
he spoke in fragmentary and varied 
fashion through the prophets. But 
in this final age He has spoken to 
us in the Son whom He has made 
Heir to the whole universe, and 
through Whom He created all 
orders of existence: the Son who 
is the effulgence of God's splendour 
and the stamp of God's very being, 
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his wit" r;iil in hii ;irm< 1h l ■■.ltd, 
"When that h.ipjnns (U>d ^.i\v 
■][u>h! Time is u little ', r iil down 
on rai th who wants to speak to me,' 
and He listens." 

In this complex a^e, when there 
is .Mich an ovriplus of material pre- 
tx-cu]xition and widrsprrail indiffer- 
ence, the words of the Master — 
'"Watch and piay"~ ha\e piofwind 
spiritual implications. Maybe we 
should all learn more of the <cn>>iihc 
art of tuning in to the Spirit, 
together with the renewal of our 
faith that God does hear the whis- 
pered prayer of the heart and will 
communicate directly with the 
earnest seeker and meet every need 
of the soul. 
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* THIS STORY IS 
EVER NEW 

"OHE brought forth her ftrst- 

bom Son, and VKSPsppert 

H Him In swaddling clothes, 
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and laid Htm tn « mwrafil© 



u because there was no room 
a for them In the inn. 
£ "And there were in the 
U same country shepherds ab|d- 
. And, lo, 



•f 



I 

I 



u Ing in the field 



1 

i 

j the angel of the Lord came jt 

Ji upon them . . . and they were 

fl sore afraid. 

p "And the angel said unto 

U them, Fear not? for behold, I 

U bring you good tidings of 

g great joy, which shall be to 

» all people. 

j| "For unto you is bom this 

jjf day In the city of David a 

'i Saviour, which is Christ the 



| Lord," (St. Luke 2:7-11). 



and sustains the universe by His 
word of power." 

Thus from the realms of eternal 
space came the spoken signal of 
divine love. That our Lord and 
Saviour should have come as a little 
babe is beyond our understanding, 
but the beauty and simplicity of tile 
advent of Jesus touches the deeps 
of the human heart. 

It is surely a lesson that we can 
Irani through science that just as a 
very sensitive radio-telescope can be 
tuned in to a remote radio source, 
so the spirit of man can be so in 
tunc with the Holy Spirit that he 
can receive divine impressions in the 
inner recesses of his being and, in 
turn, make contact with his Maker. 
This is indicated clearly by our 
Saviour: "God is a Spirit: and they 
that worship Him must worship 
Him in spirit and in truth." 

Some years ago I heard of a little 
girl who said to her father, "Daddy, 
how can God hear the prayers of 
a little Rirl like rnc? My voice is so 
small." To answer such a question 
in a way suitable to the mind of a 
child is a test of the spiritual in- 
genuity of any parent. Picking up 



THIS IS BETHLEHEM 



(Continued from page 7) 

this way. The now road winds and 
swerves for nine tortuous miles, 
climbing in and out of valleys. 
Joseph and Mary would have fol- 
lowed tin- more direct route, a jour- 
ney of little more than five miles. 

Near Bethlehem there is a little 
white dome by the side of the road, 
the traditional tomb of Rachel, the 
wife of Jacob. It was in connection 
widi the death of Rachel in giving 
birth to Benjamin that Bethlehem 
is first mentioned in the Bible. It is 
therefore not without significance 
that Matthew records the slaughter 
of the innocents as a fulfilment of 
Jeremiah's prophecy referring to 
Rachel weeping for her cliildren and 
refusing to be consoled because they 
were no more (Matt. 2: 18). 

Bethlehem is still a small city but 
one with intense appeal. The centre 
of the town is a spacious opening 
known as Manger Square. To the 
south-east stands the Church of the 
Nativity and a variety of church 



edifices. The single main street, 
about half-a-milc in length, runs 
along the hrow of the hill towards 
the market place. 

It is lined with bazaars and work- 
shops which are little more than 
alcoves open to the public gaze. 
From the square can also be seen 
the mosque, with its tall minaret 
from which the call to prayer goes 
forth five times daily by means of 
modern amplification. Since the 
1948 armistice, there have been a 
flood of Moslem refugees into Beth- 
lehem. But none seemed to respond 
to the prayer calls. 

Yet, before we pass judgment on 
the Moslems, let us consider our re- 
sponse to the call of God who "hath 
in these last days spoken unto us by 
His Son . . . the biightness of His 
glory, and the express image of His 
person". 

Let every knee bow before Him 
as we bowed in the place of His 
nativity and let every tongue con- 
fess that Jesus Christ is Lord to the 
glory of God the Father. 
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THIS SEASON HAS TO BE SOMETHING MORE 
THAN GIFTS AND THE MAD RUSH TO GET THEM 
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T\KAR old Scrooge said Chtistmas 
was a humbug- -bi-fon- his 
change of heart and attitude. In 
any case, up to this time Scrooge 
was obviou-iv anti-M>cial. especially 
where money was concerned. 

The question is what do we want 
of Christmas? Surely in tliis sacred 
festivity the bias has. to l>e on the 
side of nil iny tatlter than getting? 
Or, in the light of the two and one 
half billion dollars Canadians are 
likely to spend on themselves this 
ChiUtmustide, is that starry-eyed 
idt-ali-m ? 

Da people si* the sptritmil behind 
the facade of the commercial? Do 
people see Christ in Christmas? 
What is the evidence? Is it a ques- 
tion of \ iewpoint ? 

< )ne ditty has it, "All I want for 
Christmas is my two front teeth " 

In a lame Canadian city an or- 
ganization was advertising: "We. can 



give you a puppy or kitten for 
Christmas — come in and take one 
home." 

It appears that all too many 
Canadians would like nothing better 
than a decent home for Christmas 
— indeed it seems that some of them 
would settle for indoor plumbing! 

It also appears that two-thirds of 
the world's population woidd go for 
just one good square meal on Christ- 
mas day alone — and they wouldn't 
care whether they had turkey or 
sausage! Apparently, many millions 
would be happy for just enough rice. 

Uncounted millions of our con- 
temporaries — on all sides of the 
world's curtains — would like peace 
for Christinas: not the phony cold- 
war variety, but the real McCoy. 
They, with us, would like to think 
that from this Christmas Day, on a 
mutually agreeable basis, there 
would be no further need for guns 
and bombs and killing, wounding 
and laying waste somebody's home- 
land. They would welcome instead 
a practical development of Presi- 
dent Johnson's concept of "a world- 
wide attack on the problem of 
himger, disease and ignorance." 
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At least a million Canadians could 
wish that from this Christmastide 
forward, the alcoholic member of 
the family might be freed from 
this fearful bondage — that the more 
than one billion dollars Canadians 
spend on it annually could be used 
for ennobling purposes. 

In this connection it could be 
that this Christmastide Canadians 
will take a little time to realize a 
few of the facts pointed up by a 
recent issue of the United Chinch 
Observer: 

• They spend approximately two 
billion dollars per vcar on smokes 
and drinks. 

This is approximately: 

• Five times what Canadians spend 
on home-furnishings. 

• Double what home-owners spend 
on fuel, electricity and gas com- 
bined. 



» Twelve times as high, as all the 
pensions for all the veterans of 
World Wars I and II. 
• Forty-seven times as much as it 
would cost to prox-ide free tuition 
for all qualified Canadian Uni- 
versity students. 

At any rate, the fact is that the 
world of today is flattering neither 
to Christmas nor Christendom. It 
is, ala% symbolic of the haves— and 
have-nots. It is blighted with too 
much "getting and spending" — too 
little giving; too much sheer self- 
centredness, corporately and indi- 
vidually — too little wlfli^sness. In 
that context, Christinas ran be hum- 
bug for most of the world. 

Christmas in our >acl, chaotic,, and 
even dangerous world has got to be 
something more than gifts and the 
mad dash to get them; more than 
plum-pudding and turkey and par- 
ties. Christmas should even be more 
than an annual reminder of the 
star in the sky, the wise men bring- 
ing their gifts, the shepherds and the 
sheep, the angels and the manger. 
As G. K. Chesterton put it, "Christ- 
mas without Christ is like a laugh 
without a face." 

Isn't that the point? Christmas 
without Christliness is humbug. 
Christmas in the spirit of Christ 
puts this significant anniversary 
where it belongs— not just on De- 
cember 25, but in the everydays of 
life in all lands, among all peoples. 

The Memory 

It took the memory of old Marley 
and the ghosts of Christmas Past* 
Christmas Present and Christmas 
Future to stir up old "humbug" 
Scrooge to say: "I will honour 
Christmas in my heart and try to 
keep it all the year" 

What will it take to cause gov- 
ernments, the vested interests, and 
individuals everywhere to think ade- 
quately in terms of "Others", Wil- 
liam Booth's global, one - word 
Christmas salute of many years ago? 

Perhaps David A. Redding's "A 
Gift for a Special Occasion" is 
apropos: 

Heaven help us 

To think of something 

Good enough to give 

At a time like this. 

Christmas calls for more 

Than usual — 

Not something simply 

Lying around the house 

Or deposited in the bank 

But nearer, clearer — 

Such as in the mirror! 



BUT 
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STAR of the ORIENT 



A legend from China (Cathay) tells of 
the appearance of a star which would 
have led wise men to Christ, but they 
turned aside and found an earthly prince 
instead. 



A strange tale tradition records of a star 
That appeared lustrous, brilliant in Cathay afar. 
'Twas seen by astrologers, viewing the sky. 
And the star caused dismay 
As It moved slowly by. 

They followed ... the unerring light westward led. 
"This star hails the birth of a new prince", they said. 
The way fraught with danger 
Crossed river and plain, 
It brought them at length 
To a foreign domain. 

'Twas here a great sage of renown had been born— 
"Tis he!" cried the wise men, now weary and worn; 
Forsaking the bright star, their homage to pay, 
They thoughtlessly turned from the Bethlehem way. 

O evil deception, both cunning and base, 

O subtle expedient for God's saving grace. 

A new prince was found, wondrous morals he gave. 

But no blood for cleansing, 

No power to save. 

Retracing their steps to the land of their birth, 
They carried no Saviour, no tidings of worth. 
They carried no blessing, no message, no light, 
But only an idol, 
And with it, sin's blight. 

Be wise) Heed the lesson. 

Stay close by your Guide, 

Since Satan's determined to draw you aside 

To worthless attractions 

Within sin's domain. 

Let Christ be your Day-star 

Till Heav'n you attain! 



By LIEUT-COLONEL JOHN WELLS 
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Each To His Own Home 



I 
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JoMph rvhiTnad to B«thf«h«ni, "hit own city" (Sean as it h today — Miller Photos). 



TTUNDREDS of years before our 
A * Lord was bom, the prophets 
foretold the wonderful event. From 
Genesis through to Malachi are 
statements concerning the Christ re- 
ferring to His seed, His tribe, the 
hour of His lineage, the place and 
time of His birth, His parentage, 
born of a virgin, His names and 
their meanings, the praise and glory 
of His being — all are foretold. It 
was to be an event of great rejoicing. 
Luke's Gospel tells how the 
heavenly host appeared as on a lad- 
der from Heaven to earth praising 
and glorifying God — earth's first 
carol ever sung. It was a pheno- 
menon of the heavens announcing 



It is all so in keeping with the 
scriptural record of the spirit of 
Christmas. The feasting, the making 
merry, the giving to the poor are all 
aspects of Christmas which also are 
referred to by the prophets. The 
manner in which Christmas is ob- 
served we find foretold by the pro- 
phet Nehemiah (Nehemiah 8:10): 
"Then he said unto them: Go 
your way, eat the fat, and drink 
the sweet, and send portions unto 
them for whom nothing is pre- 
pared: for this day is holy unto 
our Lord, neither be ye sorry; 
for the joy of the Lord is your 
strength." 
Written hundreds of years before 



the greater phenomenon of Christ's our Lord was bo m) yet fa e pro phet world hist ory. 



of Yuletide for, of all occasions, 
Christmas is a day for rejoicing. As 
the prophet says, "Neither be ye 
sorry". So it is we have our Christ- 
mas turkey and our rejoicings. 

I like the prophet's admonition to 
"send portions unto them for whom 
nothing is prepared". Christmas 
cheer is inseparable from the Salva- 
tionist's Christmas. The needy find 
a place around a table spread and 
in their hundreds will receive por- 
tions. The children, the aged; sun- 
shine bags to hospital patients; par- 
cels of food to families "for whom 
nothing is prepared". Well do I re- 
member, as a young lad, my mother 
bringing in a stranger to share our 
table. 

Miser Changed 

The gift idea stems from this fes- 
tive benevolence which opens the 
heart and loosens the purse strings. 
It was this spirit which changed that 
mean, miserly character, Scrooge, to 
a generous, joyous benefactor. In 
Dickens' Christmas Carol, this char- 
acter is an illustration of what 
Christmas may be: "And it was said 
that nobody knew how to keep 
Christmas better than Ebenezer 
Scrooge". 

To the believing heart, to keep 
Christmas is to celebrate the coming 
of the Saviour of mankind, a holy 
day. So we sing our carols, we ring 
the bells, we give our gifts. "This 
is the day which the Lord hath 
made. We will be glad and rejoice 
in St." 

The heavens are telling, the stars 
dance their joy, the universe joins 
the chorus. We, too, sing our carols, 
ring the bells, and give gifts to cele- 
brate this greatest of all events in 



birth. 

Luke also records the fact that at 
the time of Christ's birth it was the 
tax year: "And all went to be taxed, 
everyone into his own city" (Ch. 
2:2). So it is we find at Christmas 
time that exodus to home, "EVERY- 
ONE INTO HIS OWN CITY", 
there to re-establish the home ties, 
to get together with feasting and 
making merry, with gifts and greet- 
ings to celebrate the occasion, 



breathes the very spirit of Christmas. 
HU words are a clear directive on 
how Christmas should be celebrated. 
"Eat the fat, and drink the sweet" 
— it is not only conventional but 
perfectly in keeping with the spirit 
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A ifiameo of 
Salvationist Service 
BY CAPTAIN 
MAXWELL RYAN 



THHERE was still evidence of the 
fierce snowstorm of two days 
before as Christmas dawned clear 
and cold. For several days the ruth- 
less Atlantic winds had howled and 
beat upon this small eastern mining 
town and now the mounds of snow 
glistened whitely in the crisp air. 

I watched as the bandsmen gath- 
ered at the Salvation Army hall, 
some walking and others driving. 
When all were present we checked 
the Christmas carol music for the 
last time that year, loaded sunshine 
bags into the cars and set off for 
the hospital on the hill. It over- 
looked first the town and then the 
indented coast of the icc-cncrusted 
Atlantic. 

Wc were a small group, only half- 
a-dozen men sitting on stuffed 
lounge chairs hastily pulled into a 
loose circle while a few league of 
mercy workers set off down the 
long hallways with wheel-chairs 
piled high with the sunshine bags. 

"Hark the herald angels sing 

'...", played the little band as 

nurses, orderlies and the sisters 

gathered around. The music echoed 

softly along corridors and whispered 



past heavy doors, filling the hospital 
hush with the sound of Christinas. 
The final floor — suigical! Once 
again the circle of bandsmen, the 
attendant hospital staff. "Oh, will 
you please play 'Silent Night'?" 
asked one of the sisters. We played 
and the sisters sang, several patients 
also joining in die familiar words. 

Deeply Moved 

A league of mercy worker came 
and whispered to me, '"There's a 
lady down the hall and she's very 
sick. She heard the band and the 
ninging. It touched her so much . . . 
she just can't help crying." I 
nodded my thanks and picked up 
the dying words of the beautiful 
carol, "Christ the Saviour is born". 

Wc sat in hushed silence, each in 
the solitude of his own thought My 
mind turned to the lady in surgical 
- and her tears. Tears on Christ- 
mas Day? They seemed out of 



place — or did they? Who but the 
woman herself knew of the mem- 
ories unlocked and the emotions 
evoked? Who could fathom the skill 
of the Holy Spirit in using such a 
tender moment to plant the divine 
seed in an open heart? 

"Christ the Saviour is born," 
spoke the carol. Doubtless His birth, 
at ancient Christmas, caused tears 
of pain; and who could doubt that 
His birth in a questing human heart 
at Christmas might be eased by 
tears of remembrance and joy? 

The squeak of an approaching 
wheel chair; the clatter of a music 
stand; the murmur of voices — the 
present reality! 

Gathering our equipment amid 
profuse thanks, wc bundled to meet 
the chill of late December. Now 
home for family celebrations — it 
was mid-moming and the children 
had been patient indeed! 

The sun glinted off die dazzling 
snow with blinding intensity, caus- 
ing tears to flood the eyes. A quick 
wipe and they were gone— so easily. 

"Christ the Saviour is born" — the 
words lived differently in my heart 
now, and I was glad. 
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/CHRISTMAS may have been, hum- 
^ bug to old Scrooge in Dickens' 
immortal Chrbtmas Carol, but to 
the rest of us it has a very special 
meaning. Indeed, down through the 
centuries various traditions have 
evolved in many nations of the 
world, each possessing a fascinating 
background. 

Did you know, for instance, that 
the Christinas tree originally sym- 
bolized the Garden of Eden to peo- 
ple in Germany? In an age before 
books, teachers would act out vari- 
ous Biblical stories, using a make- 
shift stage and simple scenery. One 
of the most popular was the account 
of Adam and Eve and the forbidden 
fruit. 

Apples were tied to the branches 
of a fir tree for this portrayal, and 
because the play concluded with the 
promise of redemption, it was often 
presented just before Christmas. 
Tims the tree became known as the 



Stars 

Looked 

Down 



tree of Paradise. When the author- 
ities banned these productions, the 
tree was brought into the home, and 
gradually the custom of decorating 
it came into being. 

The famous leader of the Protes- 
tant revolt in Germany, Martin 
Luther, is thought to have been the 
first person to decorate a tree with 
lights. Walking home late one night 
shortly before Christmas, he felt a 
strong tie between the starry night 
and the love of God. At home, he 
placed candles on a little evergreen 
tree to help his children experience 
the same wonder of God's heavens. 
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Later, cookies and other pastries 
were added to symboli/c "the sweet 
fruit of Christ's salvation for all 
mankind". 

Many beautiful lr<rrmls exist con- 
cerning Christmas trees. One of the 
most popular was fust transcribt-d in 
a religious manuscript many cen- 
turies ago by an unknown monk in 
Sicily. It tells how, on the niijht the 
Christ Child was born, all living 
creatures journeyed to the stable to 
pay homage to the newborn Kinij. 
The trees also joined in the pil- 
grimage, and the olive tree gave its 
fruit and the palm its dates. How- 
ever, the poor fir tree had nothing 
to offer and stood sadly in the rear. 

An understanding angel, noting 
its plight, asked the stars to descend 
and rest in the limbs of the tree. 
The Baby Jesus smiled at such a 
beautiful sight, says the legend, and 
blessed the humble fir, which to this 
day remains green the whole year 
long. 

Burning Log 

An ancient pre-Christian custom 
originating with the Scandinavian 
people is the burning of the yule log. 
At the feast of Juul — from which 
we derive our "yuletide'* — on the 
first day of winter, they kindled 
huge bonfires in honour of Thor, 
the god of thunder. In feudal times, 
everyone looked forward to the 
bringing in of the great yule log to 
the wide hearth in the baronial hall. 
The men hewed down the biggest 
log they could find, singing happy 
songs as they dragged it to the wait- 
ing hearth. This continues to be a 
picturesque custom in many rural 
districts around the world. 

Every hopeful young lady who 
seeks to be "in the right place at 



the rinht tiiut'" when tin- mUtlrtr-i' 
is hun», will he intctf.trd in it> 
history. The .indent Druids belii-u-d 
mistletoe was sacred, and legend has 
it that they would cut sprigs with a 
s»oIdfn krofe and hang them over 
their doorsteps* beUevmg this paci- 
fied the woodland spirits! Only hap- 
piness could enter the door while 
the mistletoe hung above. 

Ancient mythology also reveals 
that the Scandinavians hung mistle- 
toe over their dooiway on the first 
day of winter to ward off the evil 
spirits, Romans looked upon it as a 
symbol of peace, and eventually it 
came to be a symbol of love. An 
interesting history for such a pop- 
ular little plant! 

During the early days of Chris- 
tianity, it was customary for the 
poorer people in England to sing 
joyful songs in the streets at Christ- 
mas time. As they sanir from house 
to house, they received food, cloth- 
ing and money. Another story of 
the origin of rarol singing states that 
St. Francis of Assist introduced the 
custom. One winter he presented a 
Christmas play, using real animals 
and people. The onlookers were so 
delighted with this pageant that 
they burst into a joyous song, and 
he led them in the first community 
carol sing. 

Ever since the three wise men 
carried their gifts of gold, frankin- 
cense and myrrh to the Christ Child 
of Bethlehem, gif t-givinir has be- 
come a very real part of Christmas. 
Early priests suggested C Christmas 
gifts because goodwill and generosity 
exemplified the true Christmas 
spirit. The first such gifts were 
called "priests' boxes", since the 
priests collected money and jewel- 
(Continued on page 18) 
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. . . And the members of the "War Cry" staff than our little friend's spirit of 
goodwill and wish every reader a God-blesjed Christmas and a New Year of 

usefulness. 
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THE NIGHT THE STARS 
DESCENDED 

(Continued from page 17) 

lery in them to distribute to the 
poor during the festive season. In 
England, on the day following 
Christmas the clergymen would 
open the church alms-boxes and 
distribute the money to the needy. 
Later, it became the custom to give 
boxes of money on that day to peo- 
ple who had worked for one during 
the year. December 26th is still 
referred to as Boxing Day. 

Because a beautifully-wrapped 
gift can be opened and devoured in 
a split second, some countries have 
devised enjoyable games to prolong 
the gift giving. For example, in 
Holland the gifts are disguised and 
hidden, some being baked in loaves 
of bread. A little poem with each 
gift gives clues as to what is inside, 
and for whom the parcel is in- 
tended. In Mexico, earthen jars are 
stuffed full of candies, nuts and 
goodies, attractively wrapped and 
decorated, and adorned with tinsel. 
The children are blind-folded, 
handed a club and given three 
chances to break the jar, shattering 
a shower of goodies about the room. 

The custom of saying "Merry 
Christmas" to your friends and 
neighbours originated with the peo- 
ple of England, who would shout 
this greeting from their windows 
early Christmas morning. In one 
sense, all the traditional Christmas 
customs contain the same happy 
message — "A Merry Christmas and 
a Happy New Year!" 
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ATOP A CAMEL AT CHRISTMAS C£?i 



were mud and thatch dwellings in 
which whole families shared the 
single room accommodation, with 
goats and fowl. 

The home which we entered was 
made entirely of flattened kerosine 
oil tins and had no windows and no 
furniture. There were no gaily- 
wrapped gifts and no fancily-pre- 
pared food. But we sat cross-legged 
on the mud floor and shared tea and 
biscuits and happy conversation. 
Then our friends read the Christmas 
story and sang a carol in Marathi, 
and asked me to pray with them. 



There was a lump in my throat as 
I did so. 

We grasped more vividly than 
ever that day the wonder of God's 
love in sending His Son to an under- 
privileged community. Jesus was 
born in a cattle shed and, as a child, 
lived in conditions far humbler than 
most of us will ever know. In a 
moving way we felt His presence in 
that simple home that afternoon, 
and were led to accept afresh a 
Christ-like responsibility towards 
these needy people. The whole com- 
munity seemed to follow us out to 



the road as we said goodbye, and 
our hearts were mellowed as on no 
other Christmas Day. 



So here we are. We did miss the 
tinsel, turkey and trappings of a 
Canadian Christmas. But God gave 
us undreamed-of compensations. For 
the songs at Suez, the camels at 
Karachi and the poor people at 
Poona all contributed to making 
that Christmas the most meaningful 
and challenging we have ever 
known. 
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